In a lecture given in 1924 Pilsudski said, "The effects    17
of 1863 are so profound that one can say:   Even today
every child born is marked by the year 1863."
Poland was a fair land, a rich land, blessed by nature.
It had more variety of scenery than the monotonous,, flat
landscape suggested by the name; for Poland means
"the country of the plain." From the Baltic seacoast and
the melancholy northern provinces, with their gray skies
and mysterious forests, through the lake district, past
vast stretches of fertile farms that once gave her the title,
"the granary of Europe," on to the mountains in the
south, snow-covered throughout the year, Poland offered
a diversified picture. A country with a marvelous spring
time, after the long, hard winter. Towns with walls and
gates and marketplaces of unspoiled medieval look. Cities
with fascinating styles of architecture in churches and
palaces. Peasants in gay striped or flowered costumes.
An artistic people, with an exceedingly ancient culture.
Yes, a rich land of great beauty. Yet a sad land,
like a fair lady clad in deepest mourning. Over it all,
from seacoast to mountains, but particularly over Russian
Poland, lay the pall of enslavement, the black clouds of
political oppression and persecution.